
' BOLD 
STOKE! 



Brownie Hawkeye 
Flash Outfit 



»ye Camera, flash model, with 

sets off the flash. All pre-set 
factory—just aim and shoot. 

’ jrful snapshots. $12.75. 


What a gift! 

... a complete kit for flash pictures 


You’ll take action shots at night just like the 
press photographers. You’ll get snaps indoors 
any time. It’s no trick at all with one of these / 
new Kodak flash outfits. In the kit you get g 
an up-to-the-minute Kodak camera, a supply % 
of film, Flasholder, flash bulbs, batteries and JR 
two booklets that tell you everything you g; h 
need to know to start making swell pictures | I 
right away. Eastman Kodak Company, , 
Rochester 4, N. Y. 


Kodak Duaflex II 
Flash Outfit 



Other Kodak Cameras just 
"tops" for Christmas 



Fall-color, 
right sunlight. 
Fixed-focus lens. Nega¬ 
tives, IX x 2H- $2.75. 
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IMPORTANT ?TyES, LASH.'SMASHING, 

.. . . . COUNTERFEIT RING.''' 

* ( A FLOOP OF EXPERTLY . 

>MAPE COUNTERFEIT <1 
m&J) ( BILLS HAS SHOWN UP )/ 
4Hs£ . V IN CYPRESS VALLEY.’// 
M|J^7 IT’S UP TO you TO S| 
Mgjjiai PISCOVER THE SOURCE ] 
■H NvANP PUT A STOP TO 4 


J I’LL SETTLE FOR ^ 
I THAT, LASH.'TO REACH 
I CYPRESS VALLEY YOU’Ll 
HAVE TO GO THROUGH^ 
GEYSER GULCH SO ■ 
YOU MIGHT AS WELL 
WARN THE — 


YOU PROBABLY COULP 
> USE SOME HELP 
\ KEEPING LAW ANP 


Jhortly after. 


THERE’S THE GOLP MINE THAT 
STARTEP ALL THE EXCITEMENT 
IN GEYSER GULCH, LASH .‘AS 
SOON AS THE NEW OWNER, ) 
GUSTY, PI5COVEREP GOLP A 
THERE, EVERYONE STARTEP Kg' 
FLOOPING INTO TOWN TO ML i 
STAKE OUT CLAIMS ngt0KjmU 
NEARBY.' j - ~3tLY* rffll 


1 SURE & 
‘ WOULP ^ 

appreciate 

THAT, 4 
SHERIFF.* 1 
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CYPRESS VALLEY. 


COUNTERFEITERS 
I’LL START MY 
IVING A CHAT A 


— IF YO’RE AIMING TO SET MB TO 
CHANGE SOME BIS BILLS FER YUH, 
YUH’VE SOT ANOTHER SUESS ^ 
COMING i I’VE BEEN STUCK TOO 
OFTEN AS IT IS.'I AIM TO SEARCH 


STRANGEI$, 


TAKE IT EASY, 
LEM.'MY CAB-, 
DENTIALS WILL 
TELLYOU WHO 


INP SURE ENOUGH IT TURNED J 
r TO BE A PHONY BILL.' IF I ^ 
JAW THE VARMINT WHO GAVE I 
IT TO ME, I’LL SURE 
ENOUGH RECOGNIZE J > 

HIM. 1 —■——'CHANCES 


NO.'I NEVER PAID ANY ) 

HEED, BUT TODAY A "SI 
• I CRITTER CAME IN FER J 
J A SMALL ORDER WITH 
\ A HUNDRED POLLAR BILL. 1 
' J IT LOOKED GOOD SO I 
/CHANGED IT FER HIM.' 
BUT AFTER HE LEFT I ) 
GOT WORRIED AND U 
W, TOOK IT TO THE J 


YOU THE 

COUNTERFEIT 

BILLS? 
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WOULDN’T LIKE TO 
m ARREST AN 
W INNOCENT MAN 
\ SO l’P BETTER 
POUBLE ^ 
g^^LcHECK / ^ 


YES/HE CAVE ^ 
BIO ORPER ANP 
IE P P BE BACK < 


IT’S COUNTERFEIT: 


fc BLACK PIAMONPJ 
eor TO CATCH LIP 
HOMBRE BEFORE 
T TOO BIO A LEAP 


Jhortly after. 


WELL, I’LL 
TAKE CARE 
OF HIM/ 


; ' # 
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1 COULP PULL HIM 0\ 
HORSE WITH MV BULL 
BUT IF HE SHOULP Hi 
OF THOSE ROCKS A5 
FELL, IT MIGHT 


GOING TO F 
S THE HEAP 


ALIVE - 


HE’S GETTING OFF HIS HORSE. 
1 WONPER WHAT HE’S UP TO.' 


OH .'OH-'HE’S LOOSENING 
BRIPGE SUPPORTSIT’LL 
NEVER HOLP BLACK _ 
PIAMONP ANP ME 


* HE’S SAFE' 
BUT HE’LL 
y NEVER 
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5URE-FOOTEP 


BLACK PJAMONP, BUT UNFORTUNATELY 
EVERY SECONP COUNTS -^ 


HE’S AFTER 
ME AGAIN' 


HE’S GOING 


GOOP BOY, 
BLACK PIAMONP.' 
WE’RE ON HIS r 
TRAIL AGAIN.' 1 


I’VE GOT 
O FOLLOW. 
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► I RECKON VUH’LL NEVER 
GO STICKING YOKE NOSE , 
INTO ANYBODY ELS&’S > 
* BUSINESS AGAIN J 


*HE UNCONSCIOUS ROVING MARSHAL PLUNGES DOWN THE 
SHAFT TOWARD SURE DEATH IS THIS THE END OF THE 
FEARLESS LASH LaRUE ? READ ON FOR PART II OF 
THE MYSTERIOUS GOLD STRIKE J 
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TEEPERS, THIS GAL 
SITTING NEXT TO ME 
IS SO PRETTY X CAN 
^ HARPLY EAT. 1 ^ 


APPETIZING 

REMARK.' 


MY, WHAT A SMALL 

APPETITE YOU HAVE, 
MOLASSES MOUTH.' 


BUT I DON’T KNOW 
ANYTHING NICE OR CLEVER 
TO SAY TO HER X BETTER ■ 
KEEP MY MOUTH SHUT 
UNTIL I CAN THINK t-' - 
*. OF SOMETHING.' .Jig 


(SIGH) X WISH I HAD 
ENOUGH NERVE TO 
TALK TO HER.' J 


(GULP) 


TO SIT NEXT TO YUH, MISS, 
WOULD CAUSE ANY HOMBRE TO 
LOSE HIS APPETITE.' 


GEE, I’M GLAD SHE SAID THAT 
1 HAVE A SMALL APPETITE.' U 
IT GIVES ME A CHANCE TO 
SAY SOMETHING REAL 
NICE TO HER 


(GASP) 

> rrrd 



























HURRY! GET THIS BIG 
BEAUTIFUL REAL SCALE MODEL! 


SADOIE 

strings 


SADDLE RING! 


f and the 

BEST-TASTING 
COUGH DROPS 
TOOI 


ONLY, 


SHUCKS, THAR'S NOTHING 
TO Iff I'M JEST AS 
COMFORTABLE HVAR AS 
BACK ON MV RANCH i 


PLANE) 


HUH? LOOK AT THAT 
THAR'S A CRITTER 
PARACHUTING BY.' 


(GASP)/" 
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BUT YO’RE LOOKING AT THE COLUMN 
MARKED JOBS PER LITTLE BOYS.'^ 
j^^YO’RE NO LITTLE BOY.V^^|n 


YO’RE REAPINS THE 
PAPER, THAT’S HOW 
YUH SHOULD KNOW/ 


Z’M ONLY READINO 
_ THE WANT AP 
V COLUMN.' r-" 


I M NOT, . 
BUT MUH 4 
S/D BROTHER 




| NO.'l THINK 
THE WORLD 
OWES ME A 
, LIVINO■-- 


WHAT’S THAT OCT TO 
PO WITH OETTINO YORE 
KIP BROTHER A JOB? . 


WOULPN’T YUH BE ASHAMED 
TO LET YORE LITTLE BROTHER 
OO TO WORK WHILE YUH r-r^ 
JUST SIT AROUND J r -V v - 


WSLL, IF THE 
WORLD OWES, 
Mg A LIVINO 1 , l’ 
JUST SSNPINO 
HIM OUT TO 
COLLECT IT ' 


duSty 

*HELP WANTEP" 

JL HOW SHOULP 

I KNOW, TEX ? / 



j 



V ^ 



S5i 
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1 PON’T THINK ) NO?THEN 
YUH KNOW THE J TELL ME 
MEANING OF V YORE 
m WORK.' %y PEFINITION 


/ELL, POESN’T 
HAT KEEP ME 
M MUH FEET^ 


WELL, I THINK THAT’S M 

NOT PAIR.' YORE 
BROTHER WILL ) WHO 
WORK WHILE y LOAFS 
YUH LOAF.' Of I’M ON K 
__ v y\FEB T Al 


T TELL ME 
.'ALL I EVER 
E YUH VO IS < 
SHOOTING A 
POOL! 


I SURELY 


SUPPOSE YUH GET UP EARLY AND FEED THE 
CATTLE! THAT’S WORK.' SUPPOSE YUH TAKE J 
THE HORSES TO WATER .'THAT’5 WORK.' 
SUPPOSE THE LANPLORP COMES TO 

COLLECT YORE RENT A NO YUH j - 

KNOCK HIM POWN.' j — OH M 0 
THAT’S WORK.' 111111^ IT jSN’T/ 

^*44. THAT’S FUN. 


WELL, WORK CA 
FUN.' THEY SAT 
THAT WORK 
WILL SWEETEN 
YORE LIFE g 


^ WELL, IF IT’S 

/ REAL EASY, I’VE 
SOT THE H/VES 
^ OVER IT! —| 


THINK VO’RE JUS' 
>ZY .'HOW WOULP 'i 
IKE ME TO GET YL 
A REAL EASY JOB' 


* THE DOCTOR TOLD 
ME TO STAY AWAY . 
_ FROM 5WEET 
lg|M Things.' 


3 


-7 


ipT 

iHr 



JgS/ 
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YES.'WHEN ALL THE HELP 
i50 HOME, Y MLJ k/A£CA,s,: 
THE FLOOR 
— Pi MOP. 1 


' ANOTHER 
SUGGESTION 


MAS5AGB 
JOB ? 


THERE’S NO 
SUCH JOB.' 


OH NO? HOW ABOUT 
MATTRESS TESTER IN 
-r BEP FACTORY/ ■ 


ONE IN WHICH 
I CAN LIE POWN 
ON THE JOB.' 


WELL, WHAT KINP 
OF A JOB WOULP 


OPRV Hi 


IF YUH WANT TO BE 
YUH HAVE TO BE RE 
FER EMERGENCIES.' 


'HAT JOB SOUNPS 
LIKE THE BUNK ^ 
TO MEi jT 


) WELL, COME TO THINK 
/ OF IT, THERE’S ANOTHER 
KINP OF JOB I WOULPN’T 
MINP.' A COOK ON A BIG 
RANCH.' I SURE COULP 
EAT PLENTY THAT WAY ' 


^EMERGENCIES? 

WHAT KINP OF 
EMERGENCIES? 


9 

■V 




Kj 
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—i’p shoot 

ONE OF THE 
GjUESTS >< 


THAT’S WHAT I WOULP EXPECT 
TUH TO PO.'THE ONLT THING* 

VO’RE GOOP AT IS SHOOTING 
-. OFF TORE MOUTH " 


WELL, LET’S SAT TUH HAP E; 
PEOPLE FER LUNCH ANP H, 
TEN LAMB CHOPS l THEN Ei 
PEOPLE SHOWEP UP.'WHAT 
WOULP TUH PO? r ^ 


Topatonlt/ 

THE SAGA 

SAGAMORE 


BREATH-TAKING 

EPIC 


THAT’S NOT SOl I’M ALS' 
GOOP AT GOING TO THE 
_OPRY HOUSE / 


IN FACT/THAT’S 
WHERE I’M 
GOING NOW.' 


) WHAT’S THE 

ONION FER? 

TODA) 


I’M JUST N 
TAKING AN' 
t CHANCES. 


CHANCES 
OF WHAT TV 


OF PTING JNSIPE WHILE 
I’M WATCHING "THE SA< 
^ OF SAGAMORE 77 / _ 


i NOW HOW COULP 
TUH PIF FROM 
WATCHING A 
|K ACTORS?^ 


WITHOUT VO RE BREATH VUH 
TO PEATH ANP I KNOW TUH 
ALWATS HAVE A BREATH tf= ~ 
TUH EAT AN ONION « r—^ 

— OP 




SAGAMORE 


' BREATH-TAKR 

M^epic 
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IRST FOR GOLD ) 


By Bill Fremond 


M ATT REARDlN sat across the fire, 
watching the flames cast wavering shad¬ 
ows on the bearded face of his partner. The 
old fool! Sitting there as always, smoking 
away on that smelly pipe, gazing unceasingly 
into the embers, hardly ever talking. Matt got 
up. unable to stand the silence any longer. If 
only the old coot would say something once 
in 1 a while, if only he wouldn’t just sit there, 
smoking and staring. Matt scowled as he turned 
away and went to get another stick of wood. 
He'd known, of course, that Len Hardy was 
a little eccentric, known it even when he con¬ 
sented to go prospecting with the old man. 
But he hadn’t known just how crazy the old 
man was, how warped and queer he had become 
from the long years spent under a desert sun, 
looking for gold. Well, it wouldn’t be for much 

Old Len seemed to read the younger man’s 
thoughts.'He spoke as Matt returned and tossed 
the wood on the fire. “I figure we better start 
for town in a day or so,” the old man said. 
“We’ve just about panned this creek out, or 
so near that it don’t matter. And we got all 
the gold we can carry now. By the time we 
git loaded down with water that’ll be enough 
load for any man, and we’re cutting it mighty 
fine on the water at that.” 

Matt grunted approval. Three months with 
this old galoot, he thought, had' just about 
robbed him of speech. “All right by me,” he<j 
said. “If you're sure we can carry water enough 
to make it across the Sink.” 

Len Hardy nodded. “I done it before, son. 

I know just how much water it takes to keep 
a man alive while he's crossing the Sink.” 

Later, as the fire flickered out and the desert 
chill descended on the little camp. Matt went 
over his plans carefully. He grinned evilly as 
he listened to the snores of the old man. The 
old fool didn’t know it, but he didn’t have to 
worry about water. Because when they were 
naifway across the Sink he was going to die. 
Matt grinned again at the thought—dead men 
never got thirsty! 

But he would get thirsty, he would need 
water to stay alive to enjoy the gold. And that 
was the beauty of the plan, the perfect sim¬ 
plicity of it. He wouldn’t even have to conserve 
his water, because when he killed the old man 
he would have a fresh supply, carried for him 
by the other. It would be like finding a spring 
in the arid waste of the Sink. And somehow 
he would find the strength to carry all the 
gold, his share and what he was going to take 


from the dead man. He could do it, all right, 
with an extra share of water. It was a good 
plan. If any questions were asked in town he 
would simply Sell them that Len Hardy had 
died on the way across the Sink. 

When Matt awoke the next aaorning the sun 
was already high in the sky, a blazing, relent¬ 
less ball of fire. Len Hardy was not in sight. 
Matt pulled on his boots, rustled up coffee 
and bacon, and then strolled down to the tiny 
trickle of water that was all that was left of 
the stream. 

The old man was not panning gold as Matt 
had expected. Instead he was filling the last 
of the canteens from the stream. He looked 
up as Matt approached, and jammed a stopper, 
into the canteen. “Glad you’re up,” he said. 
"I got to thinking we might as well start to¬ 
day. This here creek is drying so fast it might 
just catch us with no water at all unless we’re 
mighty careful. I aim to be.” 

Matt nodded. “Suits me. Yuh got all the 
canteens filled, huh? Then let's split up the 
dust and go, if we’re going. Sooner we start, 
sooner we get across the Sink.” 

Matt grinned inwardly and thought — the 
sooner I get across the Sink. Hah—the old 
fool even filled the canteen for me. Water he 
ain’t going to get a chance to drink! 

When they divided the gold Matt was sur¬ 
prised at the size of his pile of dust. “Ought 
to be more,” he grumbled. “Work like a dog 
out here all tfcis time, living like a danged 
Apache, and what do you get? A stinking little 
pile of dust like that. Last time I ever go pros¬ 
pecting!” Covertly he eyed the old man, think¬ 
ing how smart he was to complain, to throw 
the old man off, just in case he had any thought, 
any suspicion, of what was going to happen. 

Old Len gave him a snaggle toothed grin, 
the wrinkles of his leathery face crackling like 
aged parchment. “You got no call to complain, 
son. That creek did all right by us. You’re for¬ 
getting how heavy gold is, boy. When the 
agent comes to weigh it up you’ll get a heap 
of dollars.” For the first time since they started 
prospecting the old man actually laughed: 
“Hah-hah—when we git about halfway across 
the Sink you'll be wishing that pile of dust was 
smaller, see if you don’t.” 

Matt went to get his pack together, carefully 
placing the long barreled revolver so he could 
get to it easily. One shot, he thought, should be 
enough. Not that it mattered. The important 
thing was not to kill the old man too soon, not 
until his own water was gone and he was get- 
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ting thirsty again. That would be when they 
were about halfway across — then he would 
take the other’s gold and water. 

When he got back the old man was just 
strapping on his own canteens. He motioned 
to where Matt’s lay on the ground, moist and 
dripping. “There you are, boy. Four canteens 
each. Reckon I don’t have to tell you how im¬ 
portant they are—life or death out in the Sink. 
And remember I got it figured down to the 
hair, and we can carry our gold and packs all 
right, and git back on four canteens each. 
Couldn’t do it on one drop less, though. I 
know. You ready now, Matt?” 

“Sure. Let’s go.” Matt opened a canteen and 
took a hearty swallow of the already tepid 
water. He wiped his lips, saw the old man 
looking at him disapprovingly, his lips.tight- 
ening. "Take it easy,” said Len Hardy. “Re¬ 
member, once we git into the Sink it’s each 
man for himself. I ain’t giving you of my 
water, boy.” 

That’s what you think, said Matt to himself 
as he followed the other man away from the 
camp. We’ll see, you old desert rat. 

The Sink was a thousand times worse than 
he remembered it from the trip in. A hundred 
miles of salt flats, across dry waves of land 
stretching away into a shimmering heat haze. 
A burning white mirror reflecting the pitiless 
sun. Before they had gone a hundred yards 
Matt felt as though he were walking in a 
blast furnace; he sank into the gritty salt-sand 
mixture, felt the stuff pouring over his boot 
tops, knew that he was going to need every 
ounce of his water—and the old man’s—to get 
across. If only they had a mule, or a burro! 
But no animal had ever crossed the Sink— 
men could, and did, but for animals it was too 
much. Matt cursed himself for a fool, because 
no amount of gold was worth this agony and 
effort, then remembered his plan and felt bet¬ 
ter. It wouldn’t be so bad after all. He was 
going to get the old man’s water! 

As hour after hour passed, and the sun smote 
with relentless fury. Matt began to feel even 
better about things. He was drinking his own 
water often, and in great gulps, but it didn’t 
matter. Len Hardy was hardly touching hisi 
As he followed the old fellow up and down 
the wind flattened salt dunes, always silent, 
Matt began to have a sneaking admiration for 
the old buzzard. You had to hand it to him! 
He hardly drank at all, just wet his handker¬ 
chief a little, passed the moist cloth over his 
face, and then sucked at the wet end of the 
cloth. Matt, drinking his own water fast, mar¬ 
veled at the man’s resistance and his ability 
to go on and on, unfaltering in the terrible 
heat. Then his admiration passed, turned to 
bitter hatred as the pace began to take its 
toll. Of course the old fool could walk all 
day in the sun, of course he didn’t need much 


water! He was just a stupid old desert rat, 
and had been for forty years. Matt grinned, 
though it hurt his swollen, sun cracked lips 
to do so. Let the fool save his water—for Matt! 

Len Hardy even wanted to go on that night, 
when the pale wheel of the moon swung across 
the salt flats, but Matt cursed him and insisted 
on stopping. He was dead on his feet. And 
next morning, when once more they took up 
the trek, his hatred and rage burned and 
sizzled in him like the sun that broiled over¬ 
head. It was about noon when he finished the 
last of his own water, but still he made no 
move. Not until he was sure. 

He was sure when the old man stopped, 
mopped his brow, and said: “We’re a little 
more than halfway over, Matt. But the last 
is always the toughest. How’s your water hold¬ 
ing out?” 

“All right,” muttered Matt though his sun 
tortured lips. “Get going, will you!” As the 
old man turned his back Matt reached back, 
took the revolver from his pack. Halfway over 
at last! And about time—he was dying for a 
drink. He lifted the revolver, took careful aim, 
and fired three times. Len Hardy lurched for¬ 
ward and died without a sound. 

With a little animal cry Matt scurried for¬ 
ward, fumbling for the canteens on the old 
desert rat’s belt. The first one was almost 
empty, just a little in the bottom. In his frantic 
haste he tilted it, licked at the few drops, and 
tossed it away. What matter—three more re¬ 
mained. All this way, and the old man had 
used only one canteen of water. He reached 
for another canteen, thrust it toward his 
parched mouth with trembling hands. 


M ATT cried out aloud. He spat frantically, 
trying to rid his mouth of the acrid 
dust. Gold dust! It spilled from the canteen 
in a glittering stream, yellow against the white 
salt floor. Dazed, half mad with thirst, not 
understanding, and with the beginnings of a 
terrible fear on him. Matt tried the other can¬ 
teens. All contained gold dust. But it couldn’t 
be—it couldn’t! Matt sank to the ground, his 
mouth a round, sun blasted pit, his tongue un¬ 
able to explain this thing .to himself. Then 
he knew. He sobbed out loud. The old man 
had been stealing gold all along, out of the 
common poke. That was why Matt’s share had 
seemed so small! And the wily old desert rat 
had known he could make it across the Sink 
on one canteen of water! A perfect way to 
bring out the stolen gold—in canteens! 

Matt sobbed again, the only sound in a hun¬ 
dred miles of sun scorched land. There had 
been one man greedier than himself—and now 
that man was going to be the cause of his 
death! 


THE END 
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pU' y 


tf/lHE MYST€R!0U5 j| 
GOLD STRIKE 


*OH,MY HE AD . 1 
WHERE AM X ? 
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F MAYBE I CAN STT/LL 
PICK UP THAT X 
COUNTERFEITER'S ^ 


LUCKY FOR ME 

These popes 

ARE HERE ' 


IT LOOKS AS IF I WAS 
WRONG THERE'S NOT 
A SIGN OF HIM y 


WHAT CAN X DO 
FER YUH, „ 
STRANGER? 


DIO YOU SEE A BIG HOMBRE 
IN A WHITE COWBOY SUIT 
RIDE BV HERE. JUST A SHORT 
WHILE AGO ? . 
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Y FROM THE 
i WAV HE USEE 
THAT 8ULLWHIP 
IT ISN'T HARD . 
TO TELL HE'S 

LASH LARUE' 


r ..-YOU'RE THE OWE I'LL STICK WITH l J 

HAVE A PERSONAL SCORE TO SETTLE 
—, WITH YOU ; - -S 


SEPARATE l HE 
CAN'T GO AFTER 
ALL OF US AT 


» HE'S HEADING 
FOR THE TOP OF THE 
MOUNTAIN l WITH 
THE BRIDGE GONE, 

I HE'S HEADING FOR 
A DEAD ENDi^jji 
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_HAV(=N'T GOT 


—AND YOU'RE 1 
THE ONIY ONE J 
I KNOW OF NOW 
WHO CAN ANSWER 
THEM ,50 I'M 
NOT LETTING / iS 
YOU GET 

away l JdMfa 


\ JUST KEEP N 
K. FOLLOWING I 
\ ME I THAT'S] 
1 WHAT X I 


AND THIS SHOULD 
BRING YOU DOWN 
TO MY LEVEL 


THIS OUGHT TO 
PUT A STOP TO 
YOUR KICKING i 


1 CAN USE MY HANDS AS WELL 
AS MY FEET J HOW DO YUH , 
LIKE THIS ? - ^ 
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COME BACK 
YOU FOOL 


fJt^S A GOOD* 
THING WE M 

HAPPENED TO 1 
SEE THIS * 

LET'S GO BACK 
TO GUSTY AND , 


LaRUE IS DEAD.' 


BPeath ONCE AGAIN IS ON THE ROVING 
MARSHAL'S TRAIL.' ISTHERE ANY ESCAPE i 
READ ON FOR PART JIT Of= THE . 
MVSTER/OOS gold strike ! 
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iters see mow ee/eur you 

m Sk£/ scoee yceese/e Ms 
eo/uotys: S commecz exceaevr 
M teey goop 3,5000 2,f*/je. /, poor. 



'3nai g -soux-fr-anui-c ■ aais 

ONVH 1HOIU 3H1 S,il '3S1VJ Z <1191 Nl 
'03111 frtaV Ht 02 3HI SVM XI 3S>1Vd t 
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YES. send me LASH LaRUE WESTERN 
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□ 24 Issues for $2.25 

□ 36 Issues for $3.00 
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Fdr other foreign countries, add 50 cents per year 


CIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR 
YOUR FRIENDS 

FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
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YES, send LASH LaRUE WESTERN every 
month to the names below, as my gift. 
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Q 12 issues 0 24 issues Q 36 issues 
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City. Zone State. 

□ 12 issues □ 24 issues □ 36 issues 

My gift card should read. 
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tenderfoot/ MOW'D 

YUH LIKE TO WIN . 

ONE OF THESE Jfl 
Kj-> DOGS ? Av-mSj 


ri sure^*-M 

I WOULD LIKE TO, 
L MISTER / 
IWHAT DO M 
|Ll HAVE /jM 
Imto do ?MBR 


COTTON. 

candy gtL 


r not DOING ANYTHING.' YUH BUY 
CHANCE FER A DOLLAR AND IF 
YUH CAN ANSWER THE QUESTION 1 
ON IT, ONE OF THESE „ . ^ 

^ DOGS IS YOURS 


TAKE A 
CHANCE. 


TAKE A 
CHANCE 
DOING 
-i WHAT? 


GAME. 


/&***? V 

where some? 


YUH BETTER WATCH 
YORE LANGUAGE, 
TENDERFOOT.' OUT 
HYAR GAME MEANS 
SOMETHING TO 
_- HUNT ! _ 


























LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



SHOOT? 


THANKS FOR RESCUING I 
ME/ NOW HERE’S 
l MY MONEY ARE 

Ik 'UH RFADY 

PER YORE 

f ,Ll/' V QUESTION? 


I AM/ 

5HOOT/ 


r I TOLD YUH TO WATCH YORE ^ 
LANGUAGE/ SHOOT OUT HYAR 

MEANS EXACTLY THAT- SHOOT! 

AND YUH BETTER NOT USE > 
V THE WORD UNLESS YUH 
^T WANT TO GET SHOT/ 


NOW PAY ATTENTION/ HYAR'S 
YORE QUESTION/ CAN YUH NAME WMi 
SIX WILD ANIMALS FOUND IN >H1 

THE JUNGLES? mm —' ™®>S 

^ar SURE/ FOUR 

I ' - l LIONS AND TWO 

'W V TIGERS/ ^ 


HOLD ON, 
THAT'S NOT 
. RIGHT/ 


IT'S NOT 
WRONG . 
EITHER/ 


'ALL RIGHT/ I'LL GIVE YOU' V 
ANOTHER QUESTION/ CAN J 
YOU TELL ME WHAT THEY M 
CALL THE LAST 
THREE HAIRS ON XTgULP!) 
. A DOG'S TAIL? )> I'M < 
AFRAID I 

\r7CAN’T/ WHAT 00 i 
m V / THEY CALL THE * 
'Jk LAST THREE HAIRS 
♦V^V ON A DOG’S TAIL? 


! 7 I MAY 1 

/ BE A 1 
’ i TENDER- ™ 
f FOOT, 

I BUT YOU'RE 
f THE ONE 
WHO’S REAL 
CORNY/ 
SO LONG! i 






























LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



TrfE WST£H>Ol/S 
GOLD STRIKE \ 

) PART THREE ) 

THE SECRET TUNNEL 


-AND 


/THAT VARMINTY 
WILL NEVER. 8E 
ABLE TO ANSWER 
ANY OF MY 

questions: if 

* I'M GOING TO FIND 
OUT ANVTHING 
ABOUT THAT 
COUNTERFEIT 
RING, I'LL HAVE 
TO FIND A NEW 
V, SOURCE OF , 
I Ja INFORMATION. 


LASH'S BULLWHIP 
. NEVER RAILS HIM.' 




















LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



r HIT THE TRAIL, BLACK 1 
DIAMOND.' WE'RE HEADING 
BACK TO GEYSER GULCH ANO 
THE RECORDER'S OFFICE.' 


SINCE THAT VARMINT 
AND HIS HENCHMEN 
CAME UP BEHIND ME, 
HE COULDN'T HAVE 
■ RIDDEN OFF IN THAT 
DIRECTION BEFORE 
ME 1 I WONDER WHY 
. GUSTY SHOULD HAVE 
9. TOLD ME THAT 
§f UNLESS SOMETHING 
I PHONY IS GOING 
@L ON UP AT THE n 
I £** MINE ' >A 


ONLY THREE HUNDRED? 
CAN YOU TELL ME 
WHERE I CAN . 

jeA find this wm 

hr masohz Mm 


CLAIMS 


IM ROVING MARSHAL,^ BECAUSE 

LASH LARUE.'HOW / X WAS 
COME YOU SOU? /AND STILL 
YOUR GOLD MINE /AM SURE 
TO GUSTY SO THERE'S NO 
CHEAPO? ? J GOLD IN THAT 
^__ rSBA, THERE MINE .' 

■ //BRUR / X -TOLO HIM 

■ THAT WHEN I 
i I U=Vl\$ST)\ SOLD IT TO 


BUT HE SAID HE 
discovered gold 
THERE.' ISN'T THAT 
WHAT STARTEO 
EVERYONE RUSH- y 
ING HERE TO V 
STAKE OUT GOLD ) 
CLAIMS FOR „ J 
TH EMSELVE9 ? J. 


tffOTEI 

lURID 






































lash larue western 



I DON'T KNOW ) YOU'VE BEEN 
what He's up /very help— 
TO, BUT I7V\ /FUL! IVE GOT 
WILLING TO AA <3000 IDEA 
STAKE MY LIFE ) WHAT'S GOING 
THERE'S NO /ON UP AT 
GOLD IN THAT A THAT MINE F 
.THERE MINE i. NOWi jB 


\ AT FIRST I DID/ 

\ BUT WHEN HE 
} DIDN'T MAKE AN 
/ ATTEMPT TO 
RESELL THE MINE 
OR SHARES IN IT 
AT A BIS PROFIT, 

I GAVE UP THAT 
Ssn idea ' 


» AND IF I'M RIGHT IT TIES IN 
WITH WHY I DIDN'T SEE A 
TRACE OF GALLUP WHEN I 
CLIMBED OUT OF THE SHAFT 
AND ALSO HOW COME HE 
AND H® HENCHMEN CAME UP 
BEHIND ME WHEN X WAS ~ .■ 
SUPPOSED TO BE 




Pf THAT’S RIGHT, BOSS.' 

^ BY PRETENDING WE 
STRUCK GOLD IN THIS 
v MINE, NO ONE IS 
) SUSPICIOUS ABOUT all 

^ the money we keep 
^depositing INTHEBANK.' 
they think we get it . 

FROM SELLING THE GOLD.' j 


\ AS LONG AS WE KEEP 
) SPREADING THE 
) BILLS IN TOWNS OUT- 
/side OF GEYSER. 

' GULCH AND IN CYPRESS 
VALLEY NO ONE WILL r 
.EVER SUSPECT US. 1 J 


I'M GLAD lb HEAR THAT J 
Larue's dead i we've 
GOT TOO GOOD A RACKET 
TO LET ANY LAWDOG 
BREAK ITr*“ - 































LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



THIS SECTION OF THE WALL CAN 
BE PUSHED BACK X THINK I 
KNOW WHAT I'M GOING TO FIND 
BUT I'D BETTER BE PREPARED^ 


IT LOOKS AS IF X WAS 
THERE’S NO PRINTING 
DOWN WERE 


Meanwhile' 


we'll soon see/ and if he should be 

DOWN HERE I THIS TIME I'LL FINISH HIMU 
OFF MYSELF J 


JUST AS X SUSPECTED.’ 

thevve sot the printing 

PRESS HIDDEN IN THIS ^ 
I SECRET TUNNEL ; 


RE ARE LOADS \ WE MEET AGAIN) 
TERFEIT BILLS LAWMAN l BIST 
BEEN PASSING 1J THIS TIME WILL 8 

























LASH LaRUE WESTERN 





























LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



SEE WHAT 
I MEAN : 


NOW AS SOON AS I TURN YOU OVE 
THE LOCAL SHERIFF, I'LL BE BACK 
DESTROY THAT PRINTING PRESS 
YOU USED TO MAKE . 
COUNTERFEIT bills.' 


GREAT WORK,LASH.' YOU 
NOT ONLY ROUNDED UP 
THE COUNTERFEIT RING, 
BUT YOU ALSO EXPOSED 
THAT PHONY GOLD STRIKE J 


ITHANKS-i CHIEF, BUT BLACK 
) DIAMOND DESERVES 
Ay SOME CREDIT, TOO l 
' , ) THIS WAS HIS LAST 
J ASSIGNMENT, HE'S RE- 
TIRING AND SPENDING 
THE REST OF HIS DAYS OUT 
. TO PASTUREFROM NOW 
■j ON, I'LL BE RIDING HIS 
■^SON, RUSH! y y I 

sso 


COMIM6 COMIC ATTRACTIONS 


crowding a me*' KING- 
OF 7WE GOLDEM WEST- 


lot WATCH YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND/// IO« 






























ADVERTISEMENT 



WAIT A MINUTE, KIDS-THAT ^ 

POOR LITTLE PUFFER GIVES ME 

AH \0£A!rrri 


look! she?) 
- Trying to < 
TEACH HIM ). 
ITO BLOW-/* 


VFLEER'S DUBBLE BUBBLE 


7 LET THAT BE ] , 
A LESSON TO S. 
YOU, SMALL FRY 'U 


(onlyV 

fleer's- 


/ ONLY X 

DUBBLE 

BUBBLE- 


(MAKES \- 

1 DUBBLEs 
.BUBBLE' 


(CARRIES 
* THESE , 
FUNNIES' 




































LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



LOOK AT THAT CROWD.' 
I WONDER WHAT'S THE 

matter.' ^ 


OBIT'S THAT SIS 
MOUTH, BRATTLEB 
SHOWING OFF 
k -* AGAIN.' J 


SO.VUH WERE 
TUB JUNGLE/ 
WHAT'S SO ■ 
SPECIAL 
I'BOUT THAT? 


'golly' 


X ONCE SAW A MAN 
EATING RABBIT.'.'! 

































LET'S BUILD THESE S 
ELECTRIC MOTOR POWERED 
MODELS / ITS EASV WITH 

l MECHANIXILLUSTRATED< 

FULL SIZE PLANE / 



cents for each plan to MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED Plans Service, Fow¬ 
ling, Greenwich, Conn. Please order by name of plan and the number 















Your CHRISTMAS Daisy 


COWBOY 

CARBINE 


the NEW DAISY 

GIANT POUCH 
of Bulls Eye Shot BBs 


MIST AM ■ 

DAISY VAKUFACTWMG C0MPA.VY. DIPT. 1221. PtYUOUTH. 















